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8 C E N E, the ' Dulee's Palacs. 
Enter Duke, Eſcalus, and Lordi. 
Duke. $ CA LU Snoop 
Eſcal. My lord. 
Duke. Of government the properties t unfold, 
Would ſeem in. me t affect ſpeech and diſcourſe z 
Since | am not to know that your own ſcience 
Exceeds, in.that, the liſts of all advice 
My ſtrength can give you: 
The nature of our people, 
Our city's inſtitotions, and the terms 
Of common juſtice, ware as pregnant in, 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember, There is our commiſſien,. 
From which we would not have you warp. Call hi- 
I ſay, bid come before us, Angelo: ' [ ther, 
What figure of us, think you, he will bear? 
For you muſt know, we have with Hound ſoul, 
Elected him our abſence to ſupply; 
Lent him our terror, dreſa d him with our love; 
And giv'n out deputation all the organs 
Of our on power: ſay, what thiak you of it? 
Eſcal. If any in Vlenna be of, worth, 
To undergo ſuch ample grace and honour, 
It i is Lord Angelo. | 
P Exrter. Angelo. 1 
Duke. Look where he comes! 
Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pleaſure. 
Duke. Angelo, . 
There is a kind of, chanBer i in thy Ute, | 
That to the obſerver doth thy hillory .. 
Fully unfold: thyſelf and thy balongings 
Are, not thine own fo proper, as to waſte 
Thyſelf upon thy virtues, they on thee. 
Heav'n doth with us, as we with torches do; 
Not light them for themſelves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, twere all alike' I 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not —— 
But to ine iſſues: nor nature never lends: . 
The ſmalleſt ſeruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddeſs, the determines | 
Herſelf, the glory of a credigor; 
Both thanks, and uſe. , But. 1 do bend my 
To one that can my part in him advertiſe; 
Hold, therefore, Angelo:. 
In eur remove, be thou at full ourſelf. 1 
Mortality and merey in Vienne, 
Live in thy tongue. and heart ; old Eſcalus, 
Though, firſt. in queſtion, is thy. ate. 5 
ake thy commiſſion 
Arg. Now, good my lord, 
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| Touching that point. 
| 


(peech | 


So ev'ry ſcope, by:th* immed'rate-ule, 
| | ſurns to reſtraints. qur natures da purſue. . 


| What doth befal you here. 
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; g (as of WW 17-4 « ' 
| Before ſo noble and fo great a figure 


Be ſta mpt upon it. 
| Duke. We have, with a  prepar'd and leaven'd 
choice, 
Proceeded to you: therefore take your honours. 
We ſhall write to you, 
As time and our conernings ſhall importune, 
How it goes with us; and do look to know 
So, fare you well. 
To th' hopeful execution do I leave * 
Of your commimons. 

Ang. Vet give me leave, my lord, 


That we may bring you ſomething on the way. 


Duke. My haſte may not admit it; | 
Nor need'you,. on mine honour, have to do 
With any ſeruple; your ſcope is as mine owng 
So to enforce, or qualify the nw 
As to your ſoul ſeems good. 

I'll privity away. I love the n 125 

gut do not like to ſtage me to their eyes: 
Though it do well, I do not reliſh well. 
Their loud applauſe, and Aves vehement2 
Nor do I think the man of ſafe diſcretion, 
Chat does affect it. 


. 


te? 
Once more, fare you well. 


Aeg. The heav'ns give ſafety to your purgoſes?, 


E ſcel. Lead forth, and bring you _ in happi- 
' f neſs. 
1 Duke. I thank you; fare you well. Tex. 
Eſcal. 1 ſhall defire you, Sar, to give me leave / fl 
To have free ſprech with you; | 
A pow'r I have, but of what ftrength and natores 


Ilm nat yet inſtructed. 


| Ang. Tis ſo with me: let us witheraw together, 
And we may ſoon our ſatisfaction have 
| Eſeol., I'll wait upon your honour. . EM. 
Ester Provoſt, Claudio, Juliet, and Offcerr. 
| Claud Fellow, why doſt thou ſhew me thus = 
| th' world? 
Bear me to priſon, where I am committed, 
Prov. 1 do it not in evil diſpoſition, 
1 from Lord Angelo by ſpecial charge. 
Claud. Thus can the demi- god, authority, 
Make us pay down, for our offence,. by weight, ,-1 
| The words of Heav'ng an whom it will, & mh 
On whom it will not, ſa; .yar Rill tis Juſt. | 
Enter Lucio. . 
Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio! whence comes 
this reſtraint?-._ 
Claud. From tod much liberty, my Landis, liberty 1 
As ſurfeit is the father of much faſt, 


21 


i 


Like rats that ravin down their proper bane, - 
A chirfty evilz sa whas We « rink, * die. 
A 2 


* 


Base. If I could fpeak ſo wiſely under an arreſt, 
\T'would-Tend for certain of my credicors; and yet, 
to-ſay the truth, 1 had as lief have the foppery of 
freedom, as the morality ot impriſonment. het, $ 
thy offence, Claudio? _ - 


Claud. What, but to ſpeak. of, would offend again. | 


Lucio. What ist murder? 
Claud. No. | 
Lucio. Wenching? 
Cluud. Call it 197% _ | 
P row. .Arwayy Sir, you muſt 40 4 1 
Clgud. , One word, good friend, Lucio, a word 
with you. | 
Luci», A hundred, if they'll do you any good: 
I; wenching fo look'd after? 
Claud. Thus ſtands.it upon me: upon a tiue con- 
J got poſſeſhon of Julietta's bed, [rraQ, 
( You know the lady) the is faſt my wiſe; 
Save that we do the denuncration lack 
Of outward order, This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dower. | 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The ſtealth of our moſt mutual entertainment, 
With character too groſs, is writ on Juliet. 
Lucio. With child, perhaps? 
Claud. Unhappily, even ſo. 
And the new deputy now for the duke, 8 


(Whether it be the flath, and glimpſe of newneſs 3 


Or whether that the body-pub'ic be 

A horſe whereon the governor doth ride, 
Who, newly in the ſeat, that it may know 
He tan command, let it firarght feel the ſpur: 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I ſtagger in)—but this new governor 

Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties, 


Which have, like vaſcour'd armour, hung by th 


14. 
So long. that nineteen 9 have gone round, 
And none of them been worn; and, for a name, 
Now-puts the drowſy and neglected act 
Fre ſhly on me: tis, ſurely, for a name. 

Lucio. 1 warrant, it is; and thy head ſtands ſo 
tickle on thy ſhoulders, that a mitk-maid, if ſhe 
be in love, may figh it off. 
and appeal to him. 

Cland. I have done ſo, but be? 
Ipr'ythee, Lucio, do me this:kind fervice: © , 
This day my ſiſter ſhowtd rheiclotfter enter, 

And there receive her approbation. 

Acquaint her with the danger of my ſtate; 
Implore her, in my voice; that ſhe make triends 
To the ſtrict deputy ; bid herſelf affay him: 
have great hope in that; for in her youth 
There is a prone and ſpeechleſs dialect, 

Such as moves men! befide, the bath proſp rous art, 
When the will play with reaſon and diſcourſe; 
And well the can perſuade, 
Lucie: | pray the may; as well. far the « encourage- 
ment of the like, ns for the enjoying of thy life, 
which I would be forry ſhould be thus fooliſhly loſt, 
 at-T game of ticktack, I'll to her. 
Chad. I thank you, good fiend Lucio. 
T.ceiz. Within two hour 

Claud. Come, officer, awav. 
.- *N$4...,4121S © ENE, 2 Monaſtery. 

Enter Duke and Friar Thomas, 
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[ 


Send, after the duke, 


| 


| 


More grave and wrinkled, than che aims and ends 
Of burning youths | — 
Fi. May your grace ſpeak of it? | 
| Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you, 
How | have ever lav'd the life remoy + 4 fa 
And held in idle price to haunt aſſemblies, 
Where youth, and coſt, and witlefs Oy keeps, 
I have deliver'd to Lord Angelo 
| (A man of ſtricture and firm abſtineace) 

My abſolute pow'r and place, here in Vienna. 
| And he luppoſes me travel. d to Poland; 
"yy fo I've  firew'd it in the common ear, 

And ſo it is receiv'd; now, pious Sir, 
You will demand of me, why I do this? 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

- Due, We have tirit ſtatutes, and moſt binding 

aws, 


.j( The needful bits and curbs for headſtrong ſteedsʒ) 


Which for theſe nineteen years we have let rep; 


Elen like an ober- grown lion in a cave, 


That goes not out to prey; now, as fond fathers, 
Having bound up the threat'ning twigs of birch, . 
Only to ſtick it in their children's fight, 

For terror, not to uſe; in time the rod- 

Becomes more mock'd, than fear'd ; ſo our decrees, 


Dead to infliction, to themſelves are dead; 


And liberty plucks juſtice by the. noſe 3 


The baby beats the nurſe, and quite athwart 


| Goes all decorum. 3 
Fri. It reſted in your grace 


| T' unlooſe this ty'd-up juſtice, when you pleas d: 


And it in ou more dreadful would have teem'd, 


{Than in Lord Angelo. 
Dale. I do fear, too dreadful, 


Sith *twas my fault to give the people ſcope, 

"T would be my tyranny to ſhike, and gall them, 
For what I bid them do. For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiſſive pals, 

And not the puniſhment. Therefore, indeed, good 
have on Angelo impos'd the office, (father, 
Who may in th' anibuſh of my name ſtrike home: 
And to behold his ſway, - - 

will, as *twere a brother of your order, 

Vide both prince and people: therefore pr 'ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and inſtruct me 

How I may formally in perfon bear 

Like a true friar, More reafons for, this ation, 
At our more leiſure ſhall I render you: 

Only, this one—Lord Angelo is preciſe; 


| | Stands at a guard with envy; ſcarce confeſſes 


That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ſtone : hence thall we ſee, 


tif ou" r change purpeſe, what our ſeemers be. 
[ Exeants | 


| SCENE,” ' a Nunnery. 
Enter Iſabella and Franciſca. 


|} Iſa. And have you nuns no farther privileges? 
Nun. Are not theſe large enough? 
| Iſa. Yes, truly: I ſpeak not, as deſiring more; 
But rather wiſhing a more ſtrict reftraiot 

Upon the fiterhooe, the votariſts of Saint Clare, 
Lucio. [ Within. ] Hoa peace be in this place} 
I.. Who's that which calls? 

| Nun, It is a man's voice: gentle Ifabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his bufineſs of him 3 
You may, | may not; you are yet unſworn: 

"When you have yow'd, you muſt not ſpeak with meny 
But in the preſence of the prioreſs : | 


Die. No, holy father; throw away that thought; Then, if vou ſpeak, ou muſt not ſhew your face ; 
Believe not that che dribbliag dart of clove Or, if you ſhew your 4 you. muſt not ſpeak, 
Can rie ee a compleat bold; why-I defire thee ja, balls again, I pray Lou, anſwer him. 
; To uns ane ectel harbour, hath 4 pu poſe „„ 006 50 en 30 $328 1600 Wand Franciſeas 
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_ Enter Lucio. - 


_ ] 
17055 Hail, virgin, if you * as thoſe a} | $3 


| Af x 


roſes 
Proctaim you are no leſs; can yo is ſtead. e, 
As bring me to the fight of Iſabella, 
A novice of this place, and the far liſter - 
To her unhappy brother, Claudio? - 
Iſa Why her unhappy brother ? let me aſk; -. 
The rather, for I now muſt make you know 
| am- that Iſabella, and his fiſter. 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
uz 
Not to be weary with you, he's in priſon. 
' Iſa. Woe me! for what? ; 
Lucio. For that, nien if myfelf might be his 
judge, 
He hould receive his punihment i in thanks 
He Hath got his friend with child. 
- po Sir, make me not your ſtory, - | 
cio. Tis true would not (cho "tis my fami- 
Var fin, 
With maids to ſeem the lapwing, and to jeſt 
Tongue far from heart) play with all virgins ſo. 
] hold you as a thing enſky d, and fainted; 


And to be talk'd with 3 in ſincerity, 
A: with. a ſaint, 


1 


1 


| 


* 


Ja. Some one with child by him! my couſin | 


uliet! 
Lucio, Is ſhe your couſin ? 


Ja. Adoptedly, as ſchooi-maids 505 their 
Laames, 


By vain, tho” apt, affection. 
Lucic. She it is. 
Iſa, O, let him marry her. 
Lucio. This i is the point. 
The duke is very ſtrangely gone from hence 3 
Upon his place, 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs Lord Angelo; a man whoſe blood 
Is very ſnow-broth. 
He hath pick'd out an act, 
Under whoſe heavy ſenſe your brother's. 1; fe 
Falls int forfeit; he arreſts him on it, 
And f.Alows clofe the rigour of the ſtatute, 
To make him an example; all hop?'s gone, 
Unleſs you have the grace, by your fair priyer, 
To ſoften Angelo; and that's my pith; of bulineſs, 
"Twixt you and your poor brother. 
Iſa. Doth he fo 
deelc for his life? ; 
Lucic. He as eenſur'd him already; 
And, as I hear, the Provoſt hath a warrant 
For's execution, 
Iſa, Alas! what poor 
Ability's in me, to do him good! 
Lucio, Aſſay the power you have, 
IE. My power! Alas! I doubt. 
Lucio, Our doubts are traitors; | 
And make us loſe the good we oft waht e win, 
By fearing to attempt. Go to Lord Angelo, 


1 Cn . 
s 8 E N E, the Palace. 
Enter Angelo, and Eſcalus. 


E muſt not make a Care-crow of the 
law, 


* 


x ; 
* . 
** 

. 


N 


eee it op to fear the birds of prey, 


And let it keep one ſhape, till cutom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 
Eſcal. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
\ Then fall, and bruiſe to death, Alas! this bes- 
: tleman, 
Whom I would ſave, had a moſt noble father; 
Let but your honour know, 
Who I believe to be moſt ſtrait in virtue, F 
Whether you had not, ſame time in your life, 
Err'd in this point, which, now you cenſure himg 
And pull'd the law upon you. 

Ang. Tis one thing to be tempted, Eſcalus, 
Another thing to fall, | 
You may not fo extenuate his offence; 
For | have had ſuch faults: but rather tell me, 
Whey I, that cenfure him, do ſo offend, 


| 


| Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 


And nothing come in partial, Sir, he mutt ae, 
Enter Provoſt. 

Eſcal. Be't as your wiſdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provoſt? 

Prov, Here, if it like your honour, 

Ang. See that Claudio 
Be executed by nine to-morrow morning. 
ring him his confeflor, let him be prepar'd; 
For that's the utmoſt of his pilgrimage alli 
Eſcal. Well, Heav'n forgive him! and forgive us 
Some riſe by Ba, and ſome by virtue fall; 
Some run through brakes of vice, and anſwer none; 
And ſome condemned. for a fault alone. [ Exits 
Prov. Is t your fix'd defign, Claudio ſhall die to- 

morrow ? 

Arg. Did not I tell thee, yea? Hadſt thou not or- 

Why doſt chou aſk again? ä 


Lars. | 
Prov, Leſt I raight be too raſh. 


1 


; 


| 


Under your good correction, 1 have ſeen, 


When, after execution, judgment hath | 
Repented o'er his doom. 
Ang Go to; let that be mine, 
Do you your cffice, or give up your places 
And you ſhall well be ſpar d. 

Prev. I crave your pardon. 


What ſhall be done, Sir, with the groaning Juliet? 


She's very near her hour. 
Ang. Diſpoſe of her 
To ſome more fitting place, and that with (peed. 
Serv. Here is the fitter of the man condema d, 
Deſires acceſs to you. | 
Ang. Hath he a ſiſter? 
Prov. Ay, my good tord, a very virtuous maid, 
And to be ſhortly of a ſiſterhood, 


4 * 


And let him learn to know, when maidens ſue, 
Men give like gods} but when they weep and kneel,, 
All their petitions are as truly theirs, _ 
As they themſelves would owe chem. 
, Tſa. 'I fee what I can do. 
 L.acio. But, ſpeedily, N 
Iſa. Iwili about it Araight; | 
No longer ſtaying, but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you; 
Commend me to my. brother: ſoon at night, 
Ii ſend him certain word of my ſucces,” 
Icio. I rake my leave of You. 
. Good Sir, neu. 
ee | 2 hs 


he 


For which I would not plead, but that 1 mut z 


wo 5 IE. unt. ü | 


| [NT not already. 
Ang. Well; let her be admitted, Enit dne 
Enter Lucia and lfabeliz. 


— 


este welcome; ; what's your will? 


| 


Tſa. I am a woeful ſuitor to your honovr, 
Pleaſe but your honour hear me. 


JPY 
_—_—_— 


Ag. Well; what's your fuit? 


Tſa. There is a vice that moſt I do abhor, 
And moſt defire ſhould meet the blow of juſtice; 


| 


And yet Iam. 
At warg *twixt will, and will not. 
Ang. Welty che matter? 


1 


If the firſt man, that did th* edict infringe, 


JB. 1 have a brothel is eondemn'd to fe; [ 
J do befeegh you, let-it be his fault, "EY 
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Iſab. So you muſt be che firſt that gives this fen. 
a he. that ſuffers: oh, tis excellent, debe 


And not my brother. ; | To have a pany” $ ſtrength; but it is tyrannous, 


"Prov. Heav'n give thee moving zroces. 8 
- Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the Actor of it? 
Why, every fault's condemn'd, exe it de done; 
Mine were the very cypher of a function, 
To find the faults, whoſe fine ſtands in record, 
And let go by the actor. 

Iſa. O juſt, but ſevere law! 
I had a brother then—Heaven keep your honour ! 
Lucio. Give not 0'er ſo; to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him; hang upon his gown 
You are tov cold; if you ſhould need a pin, 
Vou could not with more tame a . de ſire it. 
To him, I fay. 

Iſa. Muſt he needs die? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy, 

Jia. Yes; I do think, that you might pardon him; 


And neither Heav'n, nor man, grieve at the mercy. y 


Ang. 1 will not do" t 
Iſa. But can you, if you would? | 
Arg. Look, what 1 will not, that I cannot do. 
Iſa. But might you 40 t, and do the world no 
wrong, | 
Ifſo your heart were touch'd with that remorſe | 
As mine is to him? | 
Ang. He's ſentenc'd; tis too late. 
Iſa. Too late? why, 203 I, that do ſpeak a word, 
May call it bark again: well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great onel "Longs, 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputed ſword, 
The marſhal's trunchebn, nor the judge's robe, 
come them with one half ſo good a grace, 

As mercy does; if he had been as you, 


And you as he, you would have fl'pt like him: 


But he, like you, would not have been ſo ſtern. 
Axg. Pray you, be gone. 
| Tia. 1 wou'd'to Heav'n I hat your potency, 
And you were Iſabel; ſhould it then be thus ? 
No; 1 would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
Ant what a priſoner, 
Lucio. Ay, touch him; thete's the a. | 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, | 
And, 4 but waſte your words. 

Iſab. Alas] alas! 

W hy, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once; 
And He, that might the vantage beſt have took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 

He, which is the top of judgment, ſhould 

ut judge you as you are? Oh, think on that! 
And merey then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid; 

It is the law, not I, condenins your brother,” 
Were he my kinſman, brother, or my fon, _ x 
It ſhould be thus with him; he dies to-morrow. 

Tfab. To-morrow! oh chat' s ſudden. Spare him, 
Good, good, my lord, bethink you: ſſpare him; 
Who is it that hath dy d for this offence ? 

ere's many have commirted it. 

Lucio. Ay, well ſaid; 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though 
Thoſe many had not dar'd to do that evil, [ſlept ; 
Had anſwer'd for his deed, 

1/ab. Yet ſhew ſome pity. 

avg. I ſhew it moſt of all; Wen ! ſhew juſtice z 
For chren I pity thoſe I do not know, 

Which a diſmiſ-'d offence would after gall; 
And do him right, that, anſwering one- foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be ſatisty'd ; 


To uſe it 1 


| That my ſenſe breeds with it. 


glant. 

Lucio. That's ra taid. 

Iſa. Could great men thunder 

As Jove himſelf does, Jove would 'ne'er be quiet; 
For every pelting, petty officer, 


Would uſe his heav'n for thunder; 


Nothing but thunder: merciful Hea n 
Thou rather with thy ſhafp and 2 vous bolt 
Split'ſt the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the ſoft niyrtle: O, but man proud man; 
Dreſs'd in a little brief authority, 

Moff ignorant of What he's moſt affut'd; 

His glafly eſſence, like an angry ape, 

Plays ſuch fantaſtic tricks before high Heay' 15 

As make the angels weep. | 
Prov. Pray Heav'n ſhe win him! 

Ifa. We cannot welgh our brother with yourſelf z 
Great men may jeſt with ſaints: *tis wit in them; 
But, in the leſs, foul profination. 

Arg. Why 90 you put theſe ſayings upon me? 
Iſa. Becauſe authority, tho? it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind*of medicine'in itſelf, 

That ſkins the vice o'th' top: go to your boſom ; 
Knock there, and aſk your heart, what it doth 0 
That's like my brother's fault; if it confeſs 

A natural guiltineſs, ſuch as is his, 

Let it not ſound à thought upon your tongue, 
Againſt my brother's life, 

Ang. She ſpeales, and tis ſuch ſenſe, 

Fare you well. 
Iſa. Gentle, my lord, turn back. | 
Ang. Iwill bethink me; come again to-morrow; 
Tja. Hark, how I'll bribe you, 

Ang. How ! bribe me ? 

Iſa. Aye, with ſuch gifts, that Heav'n hall ſhare 
Lucio. You had mart'd-all elſe. { with you, 
Iſa. Not with fond ſhekels of the teſted gold, 


| Or tones, whoſe rate are either rich or poor, 
| As rancy- values them; but with true prayers, 


That ſhall be up at heav'n, and enter there, 
tre ſun-riſe; prayers from preſerved ſouls, 
From faſting maids, whoſe minds are dedicate 


To nothing temporal. 


Ang. Well, come to-morrow. | 
Jia. Heav'n keep your honour ſafe! 
Ang. Amen: 
For 1 am that way going to temptations 
Where pfayers croſs. 
Iſa. At what hour, to-morrow, ' 
Shall I attend your lorgſhip? 


bl Ang. At any time fore noon, 
1 Save your honour! \ Exe. Lucio and Hobella, 


Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue. 
What's this? what's (bis? is this her fault, or mine? 


>) The tempter, or the tempted who fins moſt ? 


Not ſhe, nor doth the tempt; butitis 1, 
That, lying by the violet in the ſun, _ 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, | 
Corrupt with virtuous ſeaſon. Can it be, 


it hathf Thar modeſty may more betray our ſenſe, 
Then woman's lightnefs? having waſte ground 
[enough 


| Shall we deſire to raze the ſenctuary, 
And pitch our evils there? oh, fie, fie, fie! 
What doſt thou? or what art thou, Angelo? 
Doſt thou deſire her foully, for thoſe things 
That make her good? Oh, let her brother live; 
Thieves for'their robbery, have authority, 


That I defire'to hear her ſpeak aan, ; 


Your brother gies to-morrow ; be content. 


/ 


| And feaſt upon her eyes? 


% 


When judges Rteai themſelves, What! do I laye her, 
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Oh, cunning, enemy, that to catch a ſaint, 

With ſaints dath bait thy hook! moſt dangerous 
1; that temptation that doth g2ad us on 

To fin in loving yirtve; ne er could 725 — | 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once ſtir my temper; ut this virtuous maid. 
Subdues me quite: ever till this yery now, 

When men were fond, ] n d. and * 'd * 


SCENE changes to a Priſon 


Enter Duke, babited lile 4 Friar, and Proyoſt. 


Duke. Hail to you, Provoſt ; ſo, 1 think, you 


are. 
Prov. I am the Provoſt ; what' s your will „ good 
Friar ? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bleſs'd or- 
] come to viſit the afflited ſpirits f cer, 
Here in the priſon; do me the common right 
To let me ſee them, and to make me knaw 
The nature of their crimes; that 1 may minifter 
To them accordingly. 


5 Prov. I would do more than that, if more were 
needful.— | 
Euter Juliet. | 
Look, here comes one, a gentle woman; 
$he is with child; 
„asc be that got. it, ſentenc'd; a young man, 


More fic to do another ſuch offence, 
Than die for this, 
Duke, When muſt he die? 
Prov. As I do think, to- morrow. 
] have provided for you; ſtay awhile, [To Juliet. 
And you ſhall be conducted. 
Duke. Repent you, fair- one, of the fin you carry? 
Juliet. I do; and bear the ſhame molt patiently, 
Duke. Il teach you how you ſhall arraign your 
conſcience, 
And try your penitence, if it be ſopnd, 
Or hollowly put on. 
Juliet. I' gladly learn, 
Duke. Love you the man that wrong a you 7 
Juliet, Yes, as 1 love the woman that wrong's 
um. 
Duke So then, it ſeems, your wal offenceful act 
Vas mutually committed. 
Juliet. Mutually. 
Duke. Then was your ſin of heavier kind than his. 
lang do confeſs it, and repent it, father. 
«ke, Tis meet fo, daughter; but repent you not, 
s that the fin bath brought you to. this ſhame? 
Juliet. I do repent me, as it is kn evil; 
\nd take the ſhame with joy, | 
Duke. There reſt. 
our partner, as | hear, muſt die to-morrow, 
ind Jam going with inſtruction to him; 
d0 grace go with you! benedicite. . - [Zit. 
SCEN E changes to the * 1 Weng | 
Enter Angelo. | 
Ang. han I would pray and think, I think and 
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To fev'ral ſabjeQs: Heav'n hath my empty words, 
hilſt my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Iſabel: Heay'n's in my mouth, 
ind in my heart the ſtrong and ſwelling evil 
Df. my conception ; the ſtate, whereag I ſtudied, 
s like a good thing, being often read, 
ran fear'd and tediqus; yea, my gravity - ' 
herein (let no man hear me] 1 take pridg, |} 
ould. I with. boot change far an idle plumes | 
hich the air beats for vain. Qh, place! oh, fotm! 
ow often doſt thou with thy caſe, thy habit. 0 
rench awe from * ang tie bh Bier n. 


nnd 
ah,. 


5 
her, 
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Lait. , 
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Were E 
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Of the all- holding la. and that there wers 


How now, who's there? tis Iſabel. - O, beav'ns ! 
Why does my blood thus muſter to my heart? 
How 1 air maid? 


"> 


Enter Iſabella. 
Ira. 1 come to know your pleaſure. 


Ang. That you might know it, would much "OO 
ter pleaſe me, 
Than zo demand what * tis, 
live. 
Iſa. E'en ſol—Heav'n keep your hence! 
[Going 
Ang. Yet may he live awhile; and, it may be, 
As long as you or I; yet he muſt die, 
Iſa. Under uur ſentence ? 
Ang. Vea. 
Ja. When? I beſeech you that in his reprieve, 
Longer or ſhorter, he may be ſo fitted, 
That his ſoul ſicken not. 
Ang. Ha ! fie, theſe filthy vices! 'twere as good. 
Fo pardon him, that hath from nature ſtol'n 
A man already made; as to remit 
Their ſaucy ſweetneſs, that ov coin Heav'n's images 
In ſtamps that are forbid. 
Iſa. Tis ſet down fo in heav'n, but not in earth, 
Ang. And ſay you ſo? then 1 hall POze o 
quickly. 
Which had you rather, that the moſt juſt law 
Now took your brother's life; or, to redeem him, 


Give up your body to ſuch ſweet uncleanneſs, 
As ſhe that he hath ſtajin'd? 


2 


| 
Your brother met 


2 


%. 


« 
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. 1/a. Sir, believe this; 


I had rather give my body, than my ſoul. 
Ang. I talk not of your ſoul; our compell'd ins 
Stand more for number than nccompt. 
Iſa. How ſay you? 
Ang. Nay, I'll not warrant that; for I can ſpeak 
Againſt the thing ſay. Anſwer tO this: 
1, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Proneunce a ſentence on your brother's life; 
Might there not be egharity i in ſin, 
Lo ſave this brother's life? 
N Iſa. Pleaſe you to do't, 
I'll take it as a peril to my ſoul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 
Ang. Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your ſoul, 
ual poife of fin and charity. | 
Iſa. That do beg his life, if it be ſin, 
125 n let me bear it! you granting my ſuit, 


| 


- 


} 


If that be Ga, II make it my morn-pray'r 


To haye it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of yours anſwer, 
Ang. Nay, but hear me: f 
Your ſenſe purſues not mine: either you're ignorant, 
Or ſeem ſo, craftily; and that's not good. 2 
Iſa. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciouſly to know 1 am no better, 
Arg. Thus wiſdom wiſhes to appear moſt bright. 
When it doth tax itſelf; 
But mark me, 
Lo be received plain, I Il ſpeak more groſs 
[Four brother is to die. 
Ja. So. 
Ang. And his ce 3 is ſo, as it appears. 
Accountant to the law upon that pain» 
Iſa. True, 
| Arg. Admit no other way to ſave his life, 
(As 1 ſubſcribe not that, nor any other, 
ut in the toſs of yon that you his ſiſter, 
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0 thy Falſe len foomen, 


TC 
* 


N oeafth men,, him, but that cithes 


22928 


3 IEA SURE 


| You mult lay down the treaſures of your body, 
To this ſuoppos d; or elſe to let him ſuffer; 
What would you do? 

Iſa. As much for my poor brother, a8 myſelf; ; 

That is, were I under the terms of death, 
Th' impreſſion of keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 
And ftrip myfelf to death, as to a bed, 
That longing I've been ſick for, ere I'd yield 
My body up to ſhame. 
Ang. Then muſt your brother die. 
Tja. And 'twere the cheaper way; 
Better it were a brother dy'd at once, 
Than that a ſiſter, by redeeming _ 
Should die for ever. | | 

Ang. Wete not you then as cruel as the ſentence 
That you have flander'd ſo? 

Iſa. An ignominious ranſom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houſes; lawful mercy, ſure, 
ds nothing kin to foul redemption, 

Ang. You feem'd of late to make the law a tyrant, 
And rather prov'd the flizing of your brother 
A merriraent, than a vice. 

Tſa. O pardon me, my lord; it oft falls out 
To have what we would hare, we ſpeak not what 

we mean: 
1 ſomething do excuſe the thing I hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 
Arg. We are all frail, 
Ja. Elſe let my brother die, 
Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 
Iſa. Aye, as the glaiſes where they view them. 
ſelves; 
Which are as eaſy broke, as they make forms. 
For we are ſoft as our complexions are, 
And credulous to falſe prints. 
Ang. I think it well; 
And from this teftimony of your ſex, 
Since I ſuppoſe we're made to be no ſtronger, 
han faults may ſhake our frames) let me be bold: 
1 do arreſt your words; be that you are, 
That is, a woman; if you're more, you're none. 
If you be one, as you are well expreſs' d 
By all external warrants, ſhew it now, 
By putting on the deſtin'd livery. 

4fa. 1 have no tongue but one; gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you ſpeak the former language. 

Ang. Plainly.conceive, I love you. 

Iſa. My brother did love Juliet; 

And you tell me, that he ſbail die for it. 

Ang. He ſball not, Iſabel, if you give me love. 

Ha. I know your virtue hath a licence in't, 
Which ſeems alittle fouler than! it is, 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 
My wores expreſs my purpoſe, 

Iſa. Ha) little honour to be much believ'd, 
And moſt pernicious purpoſe ! 
J will proclaim thee, Angelo; look for't: 

Sign me a preſent pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an out- ſtretch'd throat, I'll tell the world, 
Aloud, what man thou art. - 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Iſabel? 
My unſoil'd name, th' auſtereners of my life, 
My vouch againſt you, and my place i thi ate, 
Will ſo your accuſation over-weigh, 
That you fhall ftifle in your own 2 
And ſmell of ealumny. I haye beg. nz 
And now I give my ſenſual race the . 
Fit thy conſent to my ſharp appetite, 
Lay by all nicety, and prolixiovs bluſhes, 
That baniſh what they ſue for; redeem * brother, 
By yielding up thy body to my will; 
or elſe he muſt not only die the death,” 


= 


F 


! 


| 
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But thy unkindneſs ſhall his death draw out. * 

To ling*ring ſufferances.. Anſwer me to-morrow; f 
Or, by th' affection that now guides me moſt, 
I'll prove à tyrant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can, my falſe o 'erweighs your true, 9 
| F rit, 

Iſa, To whom ſhould I complain? did ! Pn this, : 
Who would believe me? O moſt perilous mouths, F 
That bear in them one and the ſelf-ſxme tongue, 7 
Either of condemnation or approof ; J 
Bidding the law make curt'ſy to their willt 7 
n to my brother; vet 
Tho' he hath fali'n by prompture of the blood, C 
Yet hath he in him ſuch a mind of honour, 7 

That, had he twenty heads to fender down, I * 
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up, 3 
B-fore his ſiſter ſhould her body ſtopp Wh 
To ſuch abhorr'd pollution. | The 
Then, Iſabel, live chatte; and, brother, die; To. 
More than our brother is our chaſtity, C 
In tell him yet of Angelo's requeſt; 7 
And fit his mind to death, for his ſoul's reſt. [Pi 1 1% 

C 

J 
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SCEN k, the Priſon. 7 

| Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provoſt. Wor 
Duke. OO, then you hope for pardon from Lord * 
Angelo? 7 

Claud. The miſerable have no other medicine, Le / 
But only hope; I've hope to live, and am prepar'd And 

to die, 

Duke. Be abſolute for death; or death, or life, 4 
Shall thereby be the ſweeter. Reaſon thus with life; 1 

If I do loſe thee, I do loſe a thing Ta & 
That none but fools would reck:; a breath thou art, I ; 
Servile to all the ſkiey influences, 01 
That do this habitation, where thou keep'ſt, This 
Houilv afflict: merely thou art death's feol; 3 
For him thou labour” | by thy flight to ſhun, [| ble; 1 wil 
And yet runn'ſt tow'rd him ftil/', Thou art not no- And 
For all th' accommodations that thou bear'ſt, 7 
Are nuts'd by baſeneſs: thoy'rt by no means va» ie 
For thou doſt fear the ſoft and tender fork [liant; Did 

Of a poor worm. Thy beſt of reft is ſleep, Thor 
And that thou oft provok'ſt; yet proſsly fear'ſt bs 

{ Thy death, which i is no more, Yet; 
Happy thou art not; Cl, 
For what thou hat not, ſtill. thou firiv'fi to get; Iſo 
And what thou haſt, forget'R. Do | 
If thou art rich, thou'rt poor; KT, 
For, like an aſs, whoſe back with ingots . Thou 
Thou bear'ſt thy heavy riches but a journey, | Ch 
And death unloadeth thee. Friend thou haſt none; Is 

| For thy own bowels, which do call thee fire, 80 Ja 
The mere effuſion of thy proper loins, That 

Do eurſe the gout, ſciatica, and rheum, Or el; 
For ending thee no ſooner. Thou haſt nor youth, Cl 
But as it were an after-dinner's ſleep, [nor agey | 
Dreaming on both; for all thy bleſſed youth | 
Becorhes es aged; and when thou'rt old and rich, 

Thou haſt neicher heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 

To make thy riches pleaſant. What's yet in this, 

That bears the name of life? yet in this life 
Lie hid more thouſand deaths; yet a we fear 

That makes theſe odes all even, 

Claud. I hambly thank you. 

To ſue te live, I find, 1 feek to dle: 
And, ſeckinz death, fin life: let it come on. 


PIE Enter Iſabella. | 
I.. What hoa! peace here; grace and good com- 
pany ! : 
Prov. Who's there? come in; the with deſerves 
| a welcome. 4 

Duke. Dear Sir; ere long I'll viſit you again. 


Claud. Moſt holy Sir, I thank you. 


Tſa. My buſineſs is a word or two with Claudio. | 


rev. And very welcome.—Look, ſignior, here's 

Duke. Provoft, a word with you, { your ſiſter. 

Prov. As many as you pleaſe, | 

Duke. Bring me where 1 may be conceal'd, 

Yet hear them ſpeak. 

Claud. Now, ſiſter, what's the comfort? 

Iſa. Why, as all comforts are; moſt good, in 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to Heav'n, [deed ; 
Intends you for his ſwift ambaſſador z 
Where you ſhall be an everlaſting lieger. 

Therefore your beſt appointment make with ſpeed: 
To-morrow you ſet on, 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Ia. None but ſuch remedy as, to ſave a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any? 

Iſa. Yes, brother, you may live: 

There is a devilith mercy in the judge, 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you till death, 

Claud. But in what nature? 

La. In ſuch a one as, you conſenting to't, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you naked, 


0 Claud. Let me know the point. 
Iſa. Oh, I do fear thee, Claudio: and I quake, 
4 Leſt thou a fev'rous Life ſhould'ſ entertain, 


And ſix or ſeven winters more reſpect | 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ſt thou die? 
The ſenſe of death is moſt in apprehenſion; 
And the poor beetle that we tread upon, 
In corp'ral ſufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 
Claud. Why give you me this ſhame? 

Think you I can a reſolution fetch, 
From flow'ry tenderneſs? if I muſt die, 

I will encounter darkneſs as a bride, 

And hug it in mine arms. 


grave 
Did utter forth a voice. Yes, thou muſt die; 
Thou art too noble to conſerve a life, 
In baſe appliances. This outward ſainted deputy, 
Yet is a devil. | 
Claud. The princely Angelo? 
Iſa. Oh, *tis the cunning livery of hell. 
Doſt thou think, Claudio, | 
It I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might'ſt be freed? © 
Claud. Oh, heavens! it cannot be. 


« 


So to offend him till, This night's tiæ time, 
That I ſhouid do what I abhor to name, 
Or elſe thou dy'ſt to-morrow, 
Claud. Thou ſhalt not do't. 
Iſa. Oh, were it but my life, 
I's throw it down, for your deliverance, 
As frankly as a pin! | 
Claud. Thanks, deareſt Iſabel. 


laud. Yes. Has he affections in him, 


hen he would force it? ſure, it is no ſin; 
Ur of the deadly ſeven it is the leaſt, 
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[Exeunt Duke and Provoſt, 


Iſa. There ſpake my brother; there my father's | 


Iſa. Ves, he would give't the for this rank offence, 


8 
Tſa. Be ready, Claudio, for your death, to- mor- 


hat thus can make him bite the law by th” noſe, 
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wiſe, 


Iſa. Which is the leaſt? | | 
land. If it were damnable, he being ſo 

Why would he, for the momentary trick, 

Be perdurably fin'd? Oh, Iſabel! 

Iſa. What ſays my brother? 

Claud. Death's a fearful thing. 

Ja. And ſhameful life a hatetul, | 
laud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where; 

To lie in cold obſtruction, and to rot: 

This ſenſible warm motion to become 

A kaeaded clod; and the delighted ſpirit 

To bathe in fiery floods, or to reſide 

In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice; 

To be impriſon'd in the viewleſs winds, 

And blown with reſtleſs violence round about 

The pendent world; or to be worſe than worſt 

Of thoſe that lawleſs and uncertain thoughts 

Imagine howling—'tis tos horrible! 

The wearieſt and moſt loathed, worldly life, 

That age, ache, penury, impriſonment, 

Can lay on nature, is a paradiſe, 

To what we fear of death. 

Iſa. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet ſiſter, let me live; 

W hat fin you do to fave a brother's life, 
Nature diſpenſes with the deed, ſo far, 
That it becomes a virtue, | 

Iſa. Oh, faithleſs coward ! oh, diſhoneſt wretch ! 

Wilt thou be made a man, out of my vice! 

Is't not a kind of inceft, to take life 

From thine own ſiſter's ſhame ? what ſhould I think! 
Heav'n grant my mother play'd my father fair! 
For ſuch a warped lip of wilderneſs, 

Ne er ifſu'd from his blood. Take my defiance : 
Die, periſh ; might my only bending down, 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it ſhould 3 
I'll pray a thouſand prayers for thy death; 

No word to ſave thee, 

Ciaud. Nay, hear me, Iſabel 

Iſa. Oh, fie, fie, fie! 
Thy ſin's not accidental, but a trade: 
Mercy to thee would prove itſelf a ſin; 
"Tis beſt, that thou cy'ſt quickly. 

Claud. Oh! hear me, Iſabella, 

To them, enter Duke and Provoſt, 

Dake. Vouchſafe a word, young ſiſter; but one word» 

Iſa. What is your will? 

Duke. Might you diſpenſe with your leiſure, I 
would by and by have ſome ſpeech with you: the 
ſatisfaftion I would require, is likewiſe your own 
benefit. | | % 

I/a. I have no ſuperfluous leiſure z my ſtay muſt 
be ſtolen out of other affairs; but I will attend you, 
awhile. 

Duke. | Afide to Claudio. ] Son, I have overheard. 
| what hath paſſed between you and your ſiſter. An- 
gelo had never the purpoſe to corrupt her; only he 
hath made an eſſay of her virtue, to practiſe his 
judgment with the egiſpoſition of natures. She, ha- 
ving the truth of honour in her, hath made him 
that gracious denial, which he is moſt glad to re- 
ceive: J am confeſſor to Angelo, and I know This 
to be true; therefore prepare yourſe!f for death. 
Do not ſatisfy your reſolution with hopes that are 
fallible; to-morrow you muſt die; go to your knees, 
and make ready, | | 
Claud. Let me aſk my fifter pardon.— Pardon, 
deareſt label; Jam ſo out of love with life, that 
1 will ſve to be rid of it. L[Zxit Claudlo. 


LI 


* 


| 


Duke. Hold you there; farewel..—Provoſt, 8 
word with you. 


* What's your will, father? 
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* 
1 
{ 


it ever fair, "The aſſgult that Angelo hath made 


much pleaſe the abſent duke, if, peradventure, he 


. tenfing, in her, Eiſcoveries of diſhonour; in few, 
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Nuke. That ,you vill leave we, while with che, 
maid: my mind promiſes, with my habit, no loſs 
ſhall routh her by my company. . 

Prov. In good time. Exit Provoſt. 

Duke. The hand that made you fair, hath made 
you good; the gooongſs that is cheap in beauty, 
makes beauty brief in goodneſe; but grace being 
the foul of your complexion, ſhall keep: the. body ot 


on you, fgrtune, hath convey'd to my underſtanding; 
and, but that frailty hath examples for his,falling, 
I ſhould wonder at Angelo: how will you do to, con- 
tent this ſabſtitute, and to ſaye your brother? 
Iſa. I am now going to refolye him: I had rather 
my brother die by the law, than my ſon ſhould be 
unlawfully born. But, oh, how much is the good 
duke deceiv'd in Angelo! if ever he return, and 1 
can ſpeak to.hjm, I will open. my lips in vain, or dii- 
cover his government. 5 
Dube. That ſhall not be much amiſs; yet, as the 
matter now ſtands, he will avoid your accuſation; 
he made trial of you, only. Therefore faſten your 
ear on my adviſiggs; to the love I haye in doing good 
a remedy preſents itſelf, I do make myſelf. believe, 
that you may moſt uprightly do a poor wronged lady 
merited benefit; redeem your brother from the angry 
law; do no ſtain to your own gracious, perſon; and 


mall ever retuta to have hearing of this byſineſs. 
Ja. Let me hear you ſpeak farther; I have ſpi- 
rit to any thing, that appears not foul in the truth 
of my ſpirit. 4 | 
Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodneſs is never fear- 
ful; have you not heard ſpeak of Mariana, the ſiſter 
cf Erederick the great ſoldier who miſcarried at 
ſea? | | 
Tſa. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
went with her name. | 
Dale. Her ſhould this Angelo have marry'd; was 
affianc'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed; 
between which time of the contract, and.limit.of 
the ſolemnity, her, brother Frederick, was wreck'd 
at ſea, having in that periſh'd veſſel. the dowry of 
his fiſter. But. mark how heavily this befel to the 
poor gentlewoman; there the loſt a noble and re- 
nowned brother; in his- Jove toward, her, ever moſt 
Kind ang natural; with him the portion and finew 
of her fortune, her qmarriage-dowry; with both, 
her huſband, this well-feerming Angelo. | 
T/a. Can this be ſo? did Angelo fo leave her? 
Dake, Left her in tears, and dry'd not ons of them 
with, his comfort; fwallow'd his vows whole, pre- 


be ſtow d her on her own lamentstion, which ſhe yet | 
wears tor. his ſake; and he, a marble to her tears, 
is waſhed with them, but relents not. 85 


Je. What a merit were it in death, to take this | 


poor maid from the world! 'what corrpption in this 
tife, thatir will let this man Jive! but how our of 
this can fhe,avail? | | 


ö 


Duke. This fore-nam'd maid hath yet in her the 
eontinyance of her firſt affection; his unjuſt unkind- 


in it; and the place anſwer to cqnvenience. Thie 
being granted, in courſe now follows all; we ſhall 


| adviſe this. wronged maid to ſtead up your appoint- 


ment, go in your place; if the encounter acknow. 
ledge itſelf hereafter, it may compel him to her re. 
compence; and here by this is your brother ſaved, 
your hgnour untainted, the poor Mariana advantaged, 
and the corrupt deputy ſcaled. The meid wi'l I frame, 
and make fit for this attempt; if you think wel} tg 
carry this as you may, the doubleneſs of the benefit 
defends the deceit from reproof, What think you 
of it? | 

Iſa. The image of it gives me content already; 
and, I truſt, it will grow to a moſt proſperous per. 
fe ction. 3 

Duke. Hafte you ſpeedily to Angelo; if for this 
night he intreat you to his bed, give him promiſe of 
ſatisfaQjon. I will preſently to St. Luke's; there, 


F 


at the moated grange, reſides this dejected Mariana; 


fare you well. 

Ja. I thank you for this comfort; fare you well, 
good father, [Exeunt ſeverally, 
| SCENE changes to the Street, 

Re-enter Duke as a Friar, meeting Elbow, Clown, 
| and Officers. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no temedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and ſell men and women like 
beaſts, we ſhall have all the world drink brown and 
white baſtard. 

Duke. Oh, heavens! what Ruff is here! 

Elb. Come your way, Sir; bleſs you, good father 
Friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother; what offence hath 
this man made you, Sir? | 

Elb. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law; and, 
Sir, we take him;to be a. bawd. 
| Duke. Fie, fiirah, a bawd, a wicked bawd! 
The. evil that thou cauſeſt to be done, 

That is thy means to live? 

Canſt thou believe thy living, is a life, 

So ſtinkingiy depending! go, mend, mend. 
Culexon. Indeed, jt doth ftink in ſome fort, Sir; 
but yet, Sir, I would prove—— 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proof: 

for fin, 
Thou wilt prove his.— Take him to priſon, office:; 
Correction and inſtruction muſt both work, 
Ere this rude beaſt will profit. 

Elb. He muſt before the deputy, Sir; he has given 
him warning ; the deputy, cannot abide a whore-mal- 
ter; if he be a whore-monger, and comes before 
him, he were as good go à mile on his errand. 

Dale. That we wers all, as ſome would ſeem to be, 
Free from all faults: | 


Enter Lucio. 

Clææun. I ſoy comfort; I cry bail; here's a gu- 
tleman and a iriend of mine, | 
Lacie. How now, noble Pompey? What, at the 
| wheels of Cfar ? att thou led in triumph? what, 
is there none of P:izmalion's images newly-mace wo- 
men, to be had now? how doth my dear morſel, 
thy miſtreſs? procures ſhe ill? ha» Art going te 
priſon, Pompey ? : | | 8 
Clozon, Yes, faith, Sir. 0. 
Inicio. Why, tis not amiſs, Pompey; farewe!: 
go, ſay, I ſent thee thither. For debt, Pompe) * 
or how? . 
_ E1b. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then, impriſon him; if impriſon- 


ment be the due of a bawd, Why, tis his right, 


Bawd is he, doubtleſs, and of antiquity too; baw? 


dong; chat the time may haye all ſhadow and Mlence 


born. - Farewel, good Pompey : commend me to the 


6-28  o- 
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ifon, Pompey; you will turn a good huthand, now, 
| 


- 


ompey; you will keep the houſe. 
Clænun. I hope, Sir, your good wor 
bail. 1 115 4 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey; it is not 
the wear; I will pray, Pompey, to increaſe your 
bondage; if you talee it not patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more; adieu, truſty Pompey.— Blei 

o, Friar. 

Duke. And you. Re | 

Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Clown. You will not bail me then, Sir? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey! no, nor now. 
news abroad, Friar? what news? 

Elb. Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey, go. 

* [Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, Friar, of the Duke? 

Dyke. I know none; can you tell me of any? 

Lucio. Some ſay he is with the Emperor of Ruſſia; 
other ſome, he is in Rome: but where is he, think 
you? g 

Duke. I know not where; but whereſoever, ' 
wiſh him well. 

Lucio. It was a mad, fantaſtie trick of him to 
ſteal from the ſtate, and uſurp the beggary he was 
never horn to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in bis 
abſence; he puts tranſgteſſion to'r, 

Duke. He does well in't. Te, 

Lucio. A little more lenity to wenching, would 
do no harm in him; ſomething too crabbed that 
way, Friar, 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and-ſeverity muſt 
cure it, 
Lucio, Y 


ſhip. will be-my 


| 


eg, in good ſooth; the vice is of a great 


kindred; it is well allied; but it is impoſſible to ex- 


tirp it quite, Friar, till eating and diinking be put 
down. They ſay, this Angelo was not made by man 
and woman after the downright way of creation; is 
it true, think you? | 

Duke. How ſhould he be made, then? 
| Latic. Some report, à ſea-maid ſpawn'd bim. 
Some, that he was begot between two ſtock · ſiſlies. 

Duke. You are pleaſant, Sir, and ſpeak apace. 
Lucio. Why, what a ruthleſs thing is this in him! 
would the Duke, that is abſent, have done this? ere 
he would have hang'd a man for the getting a hun- 
dred baſtards, he would bave paid-for the nurſing a 
thouſand. He had ſome feeling of the ſport, he 
knew the ſervice, and that inſtructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the abſent duke much detec- 
ted for women; he was not inclin'd that way, 

Lucio, Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'd. | 

Duke. *Tis not poſſible. yo, 

Lucio. Who, not the duke? yes, your beggar of 
fifty ; and his uſe was; to put a ducat in ber clack- 
diſh. The Duke had crotchets in bim. He would 
be drunk, too, that let me inform you, 

Duke. You do him wrong, ſurely. 

Lucio. Sir, 1 was an inward of his; a ſhy fellow 
was the Duke; and, I believe, I know the cauſe of 
his withdrawing. ; 

Duke. What, pr'ythee, might be the cauſe ? 

Lucio, No, pardon; 'tis' a ſecret muſt be lockt 
within the teeth and the lips; but this I can let you 


| 


underftand, the greater file of the ſubject held the 


Duke to be wiſe. 
Duke. Wiſe? why, no queſtion but he was. 


Lucio. A very ſuperficial, ignorant, uaweighing! 


fellow, _ | 
_ Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or miſtak- 
ing; the very ſtream of his life, and the-bufineſs he 
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hath helmed, muſt; upon a warranted need, give him 
a better proclamation, let him be hut teſtimonial in 
his own bringings forth, and be ſhall appear to the 
envious, a ſcholar, a ſtateſman, and a ſoldier. Theres 
fore, you ſpeak unſkilfully ;. or, if your knowledge 
be more, it is much darken'd in your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know. him, and 1 love him. 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and 
knowledge with dearer love. | 

Lucio. Come, Sir,-l know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, ſince you know 
not what you fpeak. . But if ever the Duke return, 
as our prayers are he may, let me deſire you to make 
your anſwer: before him; if it be honeft you have 
ſpoke, you have courage to maintain it; 1 am bound 
to call upon you, and I pray, you your name? 

Lutio. Sir, my name is Lucio, well knowr tothe 
Duke. | 

Duke. He ſhail know you bet 
to report you, 

Lucio. I fear you not. | 
Duke. O, you hope the Duke will return no more; 
or you imagine me ton unhurtful an oppoſite”: but, 
indeed, I can do you little harm; you'll forſwear 
this, again? | | 
Lucio. T'll be hang'd firſt; thou art deceiv'd in me, 
Friar, But no more of this, Canft thou tell, if 
Claudio die to-morrow, or no ? 

Duke, Why ſhould he die, Sir? 3 

Lucio. Why? for filting a bottle with a fanne!; 
Farewel, good Friar; { pr'ythee, pray for me; the 
Duke, I tay to thee again, would eat mutton on Fri- 
day. He's now paſt itz yet, ard I ſay to thee, he 
would mouth with a beggar, tho' ſhe ſmelt of brown 
bread and garlic ; ſay, that I ſaid ſo, Farewel. [ Exit. 
Duke. No might ndr greatneſs in mortality 
Can cenſure ſcape ; back-wounding calumny 
The whiteſt vircue ſtrikes. What king fo ſtrong, 
Can tie the gall up in the fland'rous tongue ? 

Ener Eſcalus, and Provoft. _ 
 Fſcal. Provoſt, my brother Angelo will not be al- 
ter'd; Claus o muſt die to-morrow; if my brother 
wrought by my pity, it would not be ſo with bim. 

Prev. So pleaſe you, this Friar hath been with 
him, and advis'd him for the entertainment of death. 

Eſcal. Good even, good father, 

ute, Bliſs and goodneſs on you! 

Eſral. Of hence are you? | 

Duke; Not of this country, tho' my chance is now 
To uſe it for my time; Fam a brother 
Of gracious order, come from the ſee of Rome, 

In ſpecial bufinefs from his holineſs, 

Eſcal. What news abroad i' th! world? 

Duke. None, but that there is fo great a fever on 
good neſs, that the diſſolution of it muſt cure it. No- 
velty is only in requeſt ; and it is as dangerous to be 
aged in any kind of courſe, as it is virtuous to be 
conſtant in any undertaking» Much upon this ride 
dle runs the wiſdom of the world; this news is old 
enough, yet it is every day's news. I pray you, Sir, 
of what difpoſition was the Duke? 

Eſcal. One that, above all other ſtrifes, 

Con tended ſpecially co leno w himſelf. 

Duke. What plesſure Was he givin top 

Eſcal. Rather rejoicing to ſee another merry, than 
merry at any thing which profeſſed to make him re- 
joice., A gentleman of all temperance. But leave 
we him to his events, with a prayer they may 
prove proſperous; and let me defire to know how you 
figd Claudio prepar'd? I am made tõ underſtand, that 
you have lent him viſitation, 

Dake. He profeſſes to have received no liniftermes 


| 


N 


ter, Sir, if I may live 


| 


; 


j 


| 


” 
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ſure from his judge, but moſt willingly humbles him- 
ſelf to the determination of juſtice; yet had he fram d 
to himſelf, by the inſtruction of his frailty, many 
deceiving promiſes of lifez which I, by my good lei- 
ſure, have diſcredited to him; and now he is reſolv'd 
S 2 5 

Eſcal. You have paid the priſoner the very debt 
of your calling. I have labour'd for the good gen- 
tle man; but my brother juſtice have I found ſo ſe- 
vere, that he hath forc'd me to tell him he is, indeed, 

uſtice. 

Duke. If his own life anſwer the ſtraitneſs of his 
proceeding, it ſhall become him well; wherein if he 
chance to fail, he hath ſentenc'd himſelf, 

E ſcal. I am going to viſit the priſoner; fare you 
well. [Exit, 

Duke. Peace be with you! 

He who the ſword of Heav'n will bear, 
Should be as holy as ſevere: 

' More nor leſs to others paying, 
Than by ſeli-offences weighing, 
Shame to him, whoſe cruel ſtriking, 
Kills for faults of his ewn liking. 
Twice treble ſhame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow! 
Oh, what may man within him hide, 
'Tho' angel on the outward fide! 
Craft againft vice I muſt apply. 
With Angelo, to-night, ſhall lie 

His old betrothed, but deſpis'd; 

So diſguiſe ſhall by th' diſguis'd, 

Pay with falſehood falſe exacting, 
And perform an old contracting. 


— 


A. 
SCENE, a Grange. 
Enter Duke and Iſabella, meeting. 


| N RY well met, and well come: 
What is the news from this good de- 
puty? 
T/a. He hath a garden with a vineyard back'd; 
And to that vineyard is a plinched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key; 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads; 
There, on the heavy middle of the night, 
Have I my promiſe made to call upon him. 
Duke, But ſhall you on your knewledge find this 
way? 
Ia. Tve ta'en a due and wary note upon't; 
With whiſp'ring and moſt guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did ſhew me 
The way twice o'er, 
Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you *greed, concerning her obſervance? 
Iſa. No, none; but only a repair i'th' dark; 
And that I have poſſeſs'd him my moſt ſtay 
Can be but brief; for I have made him know, 
I have a ſervant comes with me along, 
That ſtays upon me; whoſe perſuaſion is, 
I come about my brother. 
. Duke. Tis well borne up. 
I have not yet made known to Mariana, | 
A word of this. What, hoa! within! come forth! 
Erter Mariana. 
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid z 
She comes to do you good, 
ja. I do defire the like. 


MEASURE rot MEASURE; 


| 


[Exit.|. 


Mari. Good Friar, I know you do; and J haye 
found it, 9 
| Duke, Take then this your companion by the hand, 
Who hath a ſtory ready for you ear: | | 
I ſhall attend your leiſure; but make haſte ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 
Mari. Will't pleaſe you walk afide ? 
[ Exeunt Mariana and Iſabella, 
Duke. Oh, place and greatneſs! millions of falſs 
Are ſtuck upon thee: volumes of report [eyes 
Run with theſe falſe and moſt contrarious queſts 
Upon thy doings: thouſand 'ſcapes of wit 
Make'thee the father of their idle dreams, 
And rack thee in their fancies! Welcome; how 
agreed? 
Re-enter Mariana and Iſabella. 
Iſa. She'il take the enterprize upon her, father, 
If you adviſe it. 
Duke, Tis not my conſent, 
But my intreaty too. - 
Iſa. Little have you to fay, 
When you depart from him, but ſoft and low, 
«© Remember now my brother.“ 
Mari. Fear me not. 
Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all: 
He is your huſband on a præ:- contract; 
To bring you thus together, tis no ſin ; 
Sith that the juftice of your title to him 
Doth flouriſh the deceit. Come, let us go; 
Our corn's to reap; for yet our tilth's to ſow. 
[ Exeunt, 
SCENE changes to a Priſon. 
Enter Provoſt and Clown, 


man's head ? 
Cliaun. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can; 
but if he be a married man, he is his wife's head, 
and I can never cut off a woman's head, 
Prov. Come, Sir, leave me your ſnatches, and 
yield me a direct anſwer. To-morrow morning are 
to- die Claudio and Barnardine: here is in our priſon 
a common executioner, who in his office lacks a help- 
er; if you will take it on you to aſſiſt him, it ſhall 
redeem you from your gyves, if not, you ſhall have 
your full time of impriſonment, and your deliver- 
ance with an unpitied whipping; for you have been 
a notorious bawd. ; 
Cloæun. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time 
out of mind, but yet I will be content to be a law- 
ful hangman: I would be glad to receive ſome in- 
ſtruction from my feilow-partner. | 
Prov. What hoa, Abhorſon! where's Abhorſon 
there? Tr 

Enter Abhorſon. 

Abhor, Do you call, Sir? | 

Prov. Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you, to- 
morrow in your execuution. He cannot plead his 
eſtimation with you, he hath been a bawd. 

Ab bor. A bawd, Sir! fie upon him, he will diſ- 
credit our myſtery. 

Prov. Go to, Sir, you weigh equally; a feather 
will turn the ſcale. xit. 

Cleꝛun. Pray, Sir, by your good favour; (for, ſure- 
ly, Sir, a good favour you have, but that you have 
a hanging look 3) do you call, Sir, your occupation 
a myſtery? 

Abbor. Aye, Sir; a myſtery, 

Clown, Painting, Sir, I have heard ſay, is a my- 
ery z and your whores, Sir, being members of my 
occupation, uſing painting, do prove my occupation 
a myſtery: but what myſtery there thould be in hangs 
ing, if I ſhould be hang'?, I cannot imagine, 


. 


Suke. Do you perſuade yourſelf that ] reſp*& you ' 


Aber, Sir, it is a myſtery, 


Prov. Come hither, ſirrah: can you cut off 2 | 


When it lies ſtarkly in the travellef's bones; 


| F'en with the ſtroke and line of his great juſtice; } 


That in himſelf, which he ſpurs on his pow'r 


How now ! what noiſe ? that ſpirit's poſſeſs'd with 


That wounds th' unreſiſting poſtern with theſe 


Atiſe to let him in; he is call'd up. ö 


But he muſt die to-morrow ? 


You ſhall hear more ere morning. 


Clown. Proof 
Abbor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief, 
Clown; if it be too little for your true man, your 
thief thinks it big enough, If it be too big for your, 
true man, your thief thinks it little enough; {o every 
true man's apparel fits your thief, t 


Re-enter Provoſt, 


MEASURE' ron MEASURE. 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 

Duke. This is his lordſhip's man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon. 


Me. My lord hath ſent you this note, and by 


me this farther charge, that you ſwerve not from 
the ſmalleſt article of it, neither in time, matter, 
or other circumſtance. 


Good morrow; for, as I. 


Prove Are you agreed ? take it, it is almoſt day, 


Cl:zun. Sir, I will ferve him: for T do find your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd ; | 
he doth ofrner aſk forgiveneſs. | 

Prev. You, firrah, provide your block and your | 


Prov. I ſhall obey him. 

Duke. Now, Sir, what news? 

Prywvy.1T told you; Lord Angelo, belike, thinking 
me remiſs in mine office, awakens me with this un- 


[Exit Meſſenger. 


axe, to-morrow, four o'cluck. | wonted putting on, methinks, ſtrangely ; for he hath 
Abbor. Come on, bawd; I will inſtruct thee in not u- 'd it before. N é 


* 


my trade; follow. | 
Clown. I do deſire to learn, Sir; and I hope, if 
ou have occaſion to uſe me for your own turn, vou 


Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 
Prov. | Reads the letter.] “ Whatſoever ye may 
ear to the contrary, let Claudio be executed by four 


ſhall find me yare : for truly, Sir, for your kindneſs, t the clock, and in the afternoon Barnardine; for 


I owe you a good turn. [ Exit. | 

Prev. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio: f 
One has my pity; not a jot the other, 
Being a murderer. 


Enter Claudio, 


—Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death; 
"Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow, 
Thou muſt be made immortal. Where's Barnar- 
dine? | 
Claud. As faſt lock*d up in ſleep, as gui'tleſs labour, 


He'll not awake. 

Prow. Who can do good on him? | | 
Well, go, prepare yourſelf. [Exit Claudio. 
Heav'n give your ſpirits comfort 
Welcome, father. 


—_— 


Bk Enter Duke. | 
Duke, The beſt and wholeſom'ſt ſpirits of the night, 
Envelope you, good Provoſt! who call'd here of late? 

Prev. None, fince the curfew rung. 
Duke. Not Iſabel? 
Prov, No. 
Duke. She will then, ere't be long. 
Prov, What comfort is for Claudio 
* Duke. There is ſome in hope, 
Prov. It is a bitter deputy, 
Duke. Not ſo, not ſo; his life is parallel'd, 


— 


He doth with holy abſtinence ſubdue 


To qualify in others. Were he meal'd 

With that which he correct, then were he tyran- 
nous; 

But this being ſo, he's juſt. Now are they come. 

e [ Knock again. Provoſt goes out. 

— This is a gentle Provoſt; ſeldom when 

The fteeled gaoler is the friend of men. 


haſte, 
Krokes. I 


Provoſt returns, 
Prov. There he muſt ſtay, until the officer 


Duke. Have you no countermand for Claudio, yet, 


Prov. None, Sir, none. | 
Duke, As near the dawning, Provoſt, as it is, 


Prov. Happily, 
You ſomething know; yet, I believe there comes 
No countermand; | | 
Lord Angelo hath to the public, | 
Profeſs'd the contrary, | 


my better fatisfaQtion, let me have Claudio's head 
lent me by five. Let this be duly performed, with 
a thought that more depends on it than we muſt yet 
deliver. Thus fail not to do your office, as you will 
anſwer it at your peril.” 

— What ſay you to this, Sir? | 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be ex- 
2cuted in the afternoon ? : 2 

Prev. A Pohemian born; but here nurs'd up an 
bred; one, that is a priſoner nine years old. 

Duke, How came it that the abſent Duke had not 
either deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him? 
| have heard it was ever his manner to do ſo. 

Prov. His friends ſtill wrought reprieves for him; 
and, indeed, his fact, till now, in the government 
of Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubted proof. 

Dute. Is it now apparent? I 

Prov. Moſt manifeſt, and not deny'd by himſelf. 

Du tte. Hath he borne himſelf penitently in priſon? © 
how ſeems he to be touch'd? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
greadfully, but as a drunken ſleep; careleſs, reck- 
leſs, and fearleſs of what's paſt, preſent, or to come; 
infenßble of mortality, and deſperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prob. He will hear none. We have very oft 
awak'd him, as if to carry him to execution; but 
it hath not mov'd him at all, ; 

Duke. More of him, anon. There is writtten in 
vour brow, Provoſt, honeſty and conſtancy; if I 
read it not truly, my ancient fcill beguiles me; but 
in the boldneſs of my cunning, I will lay myſelf in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant 
to execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than An- 
gelo who hath ſentenc'd him. To make you under=- 
ſtand this in a manifeſted effect, I crave but four days 
reſpite; for the which you are to do me both a pre- 
ſent and a dange1ous courteſy. ; 

Prev. Pray, Sir, in what? 

Duke. In the delaying death. | 

Prov. Alack! how may I do it, having the hour 
limited, and an expreſs command, under penalty, 
to deliver. his head in the yiew of Angelo? I may 
make my caſe as Claudio's, to croſs this in the 
ſmalleſt. 

Due. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, 
if my inſtructions may be your guide: let this Bar- 
nardine be this morning executed, and his head borne 
to Angelo. | | ; 

Prov. Angelo hath ſeen them both, and will diſ- 
cover the favour, 

Duke. Oh, death's a great diſguiſer, and you may 
add to it; ſhave the head, and ſay it was the defire 
of thepenitent, before his death; you know the 
caurſe is common. If any thing fall to you, upon 


— 
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this, more than thanks and good fortune, by the, or they ſhall beat out my brains with bittets : I wil! 


faint whom 1 profeſs, I will plead againſt i it with 
my life. 
Prov. Pardon me, good father; it is againſt my 
oath. | 
. » Dake, Were you ſworn to the Duke, cr to the 
deputy? | 
Prov. To him, and to his ſabltitutes. | 
Due. You will think you have made no offence, 
if the duke avouch-the juſtice of your dealing ? 

Prev, But what bkelihood is in that? 

Duke. Not a reſemb}-nce, but a certainty. Vet 
ſince 1 ſee you fearful, that neither my coat, in- 
tegrity, nor my perſuaſion, can with eaſe attempt 
you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all 
fears out of you, Look you, Sir, here is the hand 
and ſeal of the duke; you know the character, I 
doubt not, and the ſignet is not ſtrange to you. 

Peu. | know them both. | 
Duale. The contents of this is the return of the 
Duke; you ſhall anon over-read it, at your plea- 
ſire; where you ſhall find, within theſe two days 


he will be here. This is a. thing. which . 
knows not; _ he this very day receives letters of 
ſtrange tewor' perchance, of the duke's death; 
perchance, of his entering into ſome monastery; 
but by chance, nothing of what is writ. Look, 
the unfolding ſtar calls up the ſhepherd ! put not 
qr] into amazement how theſe things ſhould 
3 all difficulties are but eaſy, when they are 
known Call your executioner, and off with 
Barnardine's head: I will give him a preſent ſhrift, 
and adviſe him for a better place. Yet you are 
amaz'd ; but this ſhall abſolute reſolve you. Come 
away, it is almoſt clear dawn; 
\ Enter Abhorſon and Clown. 
Ab bor. Sirrah, bring Barnardine hither, 
Clown. Maſter Barnardine, you muſt riſe, and 
be hang'd, maſter Barnardine, 
Alber. What, hoa, Barnardine ! 
. Barnar. [Within.] A pox o your throats! who 
makes that noiſe there ? what are you ? 
Cl/:wn. Your friend, Sir, the hangman: you 
muſt be ſo good, Sir, to rife, and be put to death. 
Barrar. [ Mitbin.] Away, you rogue, away; I| 
am flcepy. 
© Abhor. Tell him, he muſt awake, and that 
guickly too. | 
Clizvn. Pray, maſter Barnardine, awake till you 
ave executed, and fleep: afterwards; 
_ Abboy, Go in to him, and fetch him out. 
Clown, He is coming, Sir, he is coming; I hear 
the ſtraw ruſtle, 
Enter Barnardine. 
Al bor. Is the axe upon the block, firrah ? 
Claun. Very ready, Sir. 
Barnar. Row now, Abhorſon! what's the 1 
with you? 
Ab bor. Truly, Sir, I would deſire you to clap 
into your prayers; for look you, the warrant's come. 


Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all | 


night, am not fitted for't. 
Clorun. 


_ ſleep the ſounder all the next day. 
Enter Duke. . 
Abber. 
 Sather; do we jeſt now, think you? 


Dale. Sir, induced by my charity, and bearing 
how haſtily you are to depart, I am come to adviſe 


_ you, comfort you, and pray with you. 


Barnar. Friar, not 1; 1 have been drinking hard 
m night, and I will bare more time to prepate me, 


[Exeunt.| 


* 


Oh, the better, Sir; for he that drinks 
all nigbe, and is hang'd Feines in the morning, 


Look you, Sir, here comes your ghoſtly 


not conſent to die this day, that's certain. 
Duke. Oh, Sir, you muſt; and therefore, I be. 
ſeech you, | look forward on the journey you ſhall go, 
Barnar. 1 ſwear, I wilt not die to-day, for any 
man's perſuaſion. 
Duke. But hear ou 
Barnar. Not a word; if you have any thing to 
ſay to me, come to my ward; for thence will not 
I, to-day. | [ Exit, 
Enter Provoſt. 
Duke. Unfit to live, or die. 
Prov, Now, Sir, how do you find the priſoner? 
Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for deal; 
And, to tranſport him in the mind he is, 
Were damnabie, 
Prov. Here in the priſon, father, 
There dy'd, this morning, of a cruel fever, 
One Ragozine, a moſt notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio's years; his beard and head 
Juſt of his colour: what if we omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclin'd; 
And ſatisfy'the deputy with the viſage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 
Duke. O, tis an accident that Heav'n provides; 
Difpatch it preſently ; the hour draws on, 
Prefixt by Angelo: ſee this be done, 
And fent according to command; while I 
Perſuade th's rude wretch willingty to die. 
Prov, This ſhall be done, good father, preſently; 
But how ſhall we continue Claudio, 
To ſave me from the danger that might come, 
If he were known alive? 
Duke. Let this be done; ſdio: 
Put them in ſecret holds, both Barnardine and Clau- 
Ere twice the ſun hath made his journal greeting 


To yonder generation, you ſhall find 


' Your ſafety manifeſted, 

Prov. I am your free dependant, 

| Dake. Quick, diſpatch, and ſend the bead to 
Angelo. [ Exit Provoſt, 

Now will 1 write" leftets to Angelo, 

(The provoſt, he ſhall bear them ;) whoſe contents 

Shall witneſs to him, I am near at home; 

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 

To enter publickly : him I defire 

To meet me at the conſecrated fount, 

A league below the city; and from thence, 

By cold gradation and weal-balanc d form, 

We ſhall proceed with Angelo. 

p Enter Provoſt, 

Prov, Here is the head, Ill carry it myſelf. 
Date. Convenient is it: make'a ſwift return; 
For I would commune with you of ſuch things, 
be want no ears but yours, 


Prov. I'll make all ſpeed. [ Exit, 
"= [Within.] Peace, hoa, be here! 
«ke. The tongue of Iſabella; She comes to 


know; 
If yet her brother's pardon be come e eber 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
{To make her heav'nly comforts of deſpair, 
When it is leaſt expeRed, 
Enter Iſabella. 
Iſa. Hoa, by your leave 


| ighter. . 
| Iſa. Tie better, given me by ſo holy a man, 
Hath ye, the deputy ſent my brothet's pardon ? 
| Dukes He hath releas'd him, Iſabel, from the 
His head is off, and ſent to Angelo. { world; 

Iſa. Nay, but it is not ſo? 


Date. It is no other, 


Duke. Good morning to you, fair and gracioutF 


bran; 
fruitf 
Duke 
bel, I 
of da 


Du 


to you 
them. 


Lu. 


%. Unhappy Claudio, wretched Habel! 
Injurious world, moſt damned Angelo! 

Duke. This nor hurts him, not profits you a jot: 
Forbear it, therefore, give your cauſe to Heav'n. 
Mark what I fay z which you hall ſurely find 
By ev'ry ſyllable a faithful verity. | 
The Duke comes home to-morrow ;z dry your eyes; 
One of our convent, and his. confefor, . 
Gives me this inſtance: already he hath c.rry'd 
Notice to Eſcalus and Angelo; | 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 
There to give up their pow'r. If you can, pace your 
In that good path that I would with it go, | wiſdom 
And-you ſhall have your boſom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And gen'ral honour. | | 

Iſa. I'm directed by you. 

Duke. Thi 


— 


y 


{ 
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is letter then, to Friar Peter give, 
"Tis that he ſent me of the Duke's return: 
Say, by this token, I defire his company | 
At Mariaha's' houſe, to-night. Her cauſe and yours 
In perfect him withal, and he ſhall bring you 
Before the Duke; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuſe him home, and home. For my poor ſelf, 
I am combined by a facred vow, 

And ſhall be abſent. Wend you with this letter: 
Command theſe fretting waters from your eyes, 
With a light heart; truſt not my holy order, 

If I pervert your courſe. 


Enter Lucio, 


Lucio. Good even; 
Friar, where's the provoſt? 

Duke. Not within, Sir. 

Lucio. Oh, pretty Ifabella, J am pale at mine 
heart, to ſee thine eyes ſo red; thou muſt be pa- 
tient; J am fain to dine and ſup with water and 
bran; 1 dare not for my head fill my belly: one 
fruitful meal would ſet me to't. But they ſay, the 
Duke will be here to-morrow.— By my troth, Itfa- 


| 


| 
| 
| 


| 


| 


t 

a. bel, I lov'd thy brother: if the old fantaſtical duke 
of dark corners had been at home, ke had liv'd. 

ts : [Exit Iſabella. 


ute. Sir, the Duke is marvellous little beholden 
to your reports; but, the beſt is, he lives not in 
them. 

Lucie. Friar, thou knoweſt not the Duke fo well 
a do; he's a better woodman, than thou tak'ft 
him for, 

Duke. Well; 
ye well. | | 

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I'll go along with thee: I can 
tell thee pretty tales of the Duke, 

Duke. You have told me too many of him already, 
Sir, if they be true; if not true, none were enough.' 

Lucio. I was once before him, for getting a wench 
with child. | ; ' 

Duke. Did you ſuch a thing? 


Lucio. Yes, marry, did I; but I was 


you'll anſwer this, one day. Fare 


* 


4 
4 


fain N 


ſwear it; they would elſe have marry'd me to the 
| | 


"rotten medlar, 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honeft: 
reſt you well, 5 
Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the 
lane's-end: if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have 
very little of it; nay, Friar, I am a kind of burr, 
I ſhall tick. Ky | | [Execurt. 
SCENE changes to tbe Palace. 
Enter Angelo and Eſcalus. 


ery letter he hath writ, hath diſrouch'd 


| 


ions 


' 


— 
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1 
actions ſhew much like to madneſs: pray Mays 
Sis wiſdom be not tainted! and why meet him at 
the gates, and deliver our authorities there ? 
Eſcal. 1 gueſs not. 

Ang. And why ſhould we proclaim it an hour be- 
fore his entering, that if any crave redreſs of injuf- 
tice, they ſhould exhibit their petitions in the ſtreet? 
Eſcal. He ſhews his reaſon for that; to have a 
diſpatch of complaints. 
| Ang. Well; I deſeech you, let it be proclaim'd 
betimes th" morn; I'll call you at your houſe ; give 
notice to ſuch men of ſort and ſuit, as are to meet 


him. 

Eſcal. I ſhall, Sir: fare [ Exit. 
Ang. Good night. 
This deed unſhapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflower'd maid ! 

And by an eminent body, that enforc'd 

The law againſt it! But that her tender ſhame 
Will not proclaim againſt her maiden loſs, 

How might the tongue me? yet reaſon dares her: 


For my authority bears a credent bulk; 
That no particular ſcandal once can touch, 


. 


# 


you well. 


But it confounds the breather. He ſhould have tive, 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous ſenſe, 


Might in the time to come have ta'en revenge, 
By fo receiving a diſkonour'd life, 
With ranſom of fuch ſhame. Would yet, he had i'd! 


- | Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 
Nothing goes tight; we would and we would not. 


Exit. 


. 
SCENE, @ public Place near the City, 


Enter Duke, Lords, Angelo, Eſcalus, and Lucio, 
at ſeveral Doors. 
Y very werthy coufin, fairly met; 
1 Our old and faithful friend, we're glad 
to ſee you. | | 
Ang. and Eſcal. Happy return be to your royal 
grace! | 
Duke, Many and hearty thanks be to you bothz 
We've made enquiry of you, and we hear | 
Such goodnefs of your juſtice, that eur ſoal 


x 


Duke. 


| Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 


Forerunning more requital, ; 
Ang. You make my bonds ſtill greater. 
Duke. Oh your deſert ſpeaks loud. 

Give me your hand, | 

And let the ſubjects ſee, to make them know 

That outward courtefies would fain proclaim ' 

Favours that keep within,-Come, Eſcalus; 

| You muſt walk by us on our other hand: 

And good ſupporters are you, 

[LA. the Duke is going out, Enter Peter and Iſabella. 
Peter. Now is your time; ſpeak loud, and kneal 

** before him. we: RO 
Ja. Juſtice, O royal duke ; vail your regard 
Upon a wrong'd, I'd fain have ſaid a maid; 
Oh, worthy prince, dtſhonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
"Tilt you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And give me juſtice, juſtice, juſtices _ 

' Dicke. Relate your wrongs; in what, by whom? 

be brief: 88185 N 

Lord Angelo ſhall give youj uſtice; 

Reveal yourſelf to him. | 

Iſa. Oh, worthy Duke, 


| 


* 


Ang. In moſt uneven and diftrates inet His 


You bid me ſerk redemption of the devil; 


| 
[ 
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Hear me yourſelf; for that which 1 muſt ſpeak, 

Mutt either puniſh me, not being believ'd, 

Or wring redreſs from you : Oh, hear me, hear me! 
Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm; 


_She hath been a ſuitor to me for her brother, 


Cut off by courſe of juſtice, 
Iſa. Courſe of juſtice! - 
Ang. And ſhe will ſpeak moſt bitterly and ſtrange. 
Iſa. Moſt ſtrange, but yet moſt truly, will I ſpeak; 
That Angelo's forſworn ; is it not ftrange ? 
Tuat Angelo's a murd'rer ; is't not ſtrange? 
An hypocrite, a virgin- violater; 


Is it not ſtrange, and ſtrafige ? 


Duke. Nay, it is ten times ſtrange, 

Iſa. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is ſtrange t 
Nay, it is ten times true; for truth is truth, 
To th' end of reckoning. 

Dake. Away with her; poor ſoul ! 
She ſpeaks this in th' infirmity of ſenſe, 

Iſa. O Prince, I conjure thee, as thou believ'ſt 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou negle& me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madneſs. Make not im- 

poſſible 

That which but ſeems unlike; 'tis not impoſſible, 
But one, the wicked'ſt caitiff an the ground, 
May ſeem as ſhy, as grave, as juſt, as abſolute,. 


As Angelo; even ſo may Angelo, 


In all his dreſſings, caracts, titles, forms, 
Be an arch-villain; believe it, rozal Prince, 
If it be leſs, he's nothing; but he's more, 
Had I more name for badneſs. 

Dake. By mine honeſty, 
Tf ſhe be mad, as I belicve no other, 
Her madneſs hath the oddeſt frame of ſenſe : 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e*er I heard in madnefs, 

Iſa. Gracious Duke, 
Harp not on that.; nor do not baniſh reaſon, 
For inequality; but let your reaſon ſerve 


Jo make the truth appear, where it ſeems hid; 


Not hide the falſe, ſeems true. 
Duke. Many, that are not mad, 
ave ſure more lack of reaſon. 


What would you ſay? -. 


Iſa. I am the fiiter of one Claudio, 
Conderan'd upon the Act of Fornication, 
To loſe his head; condemn'd by Angelo: 
I, in probation of a ſiſterhood, 0 
Was ſent to by my brother; one Lucio 
Was then the meilenger 

Lucio. That's I, an't like your grace: 

I came to her from Claudio, and deſir'd her 
To try, her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 

Iſa. That's he indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to ſpeak. [To Lucio. 

Lucio. No, my good lord, nor wiſh'd to hold my 

Duke. 1 with you now then; 
Pray you, take note of it: and when you | have 
A bulineſs for yourſelf, pray Heav'n you then 
Be perfect. 

Lucio. I warrant your honour, ' 

Duke. The warrant's for yourſelf; take ww tg't. 

1ſa. This 5 told ſomewhat of my tale. 

weio. Right 

Duke. It may be right, but you « are in the wrong, 
To ipeak be fore your tme.-Proceed. 

Iſa. 1 went | 
To this pernicious caithf Jeouty- | 

Date. That's ſomewhat * en. 

Je. Pardon it:: | 


FOR 


7 


[ peace. | 
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Duke. Mended again; the matter—Proceed, 
| Tſa. In brief; (to ſet the needleſs proceſs by, 
How I perſuaded, how I pray'd and kneel'd, 
How he repell'd me, and how I reply'd; 
{For this was of much length) the vile concluſion 
| now begin with grief and ſhame to utter, 
He would not, but by gift of my chaſte perſon, 
Releaſe my brother; and after much debatement, 
My fifterly remorſe confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield to him: but the next morn, betimes, 
His purpoſe forfeiting, he ſends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head, 

Duke. This is moſt likely! | 

2 Oh, that it were as like, as it is true 

uke, By Heav'n, fond wretch, thou know'ſt 
not what thou ſpeakꝰ' ſt; 

Or elſe thou art ſuborn'd againſt his honour, 
In hateful practice. Firſt, bis integrity 
Stands without blemiſh; next, it imports no reaſon, 
That with ſuch vehemence he ſhould purſue 
Faults proper to himſelf; if he had ſo offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himſelf, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath ſet youon: 
Confefs the truth, and ſay, by whoſe advice 
Thou cam'ſt here to complain. 

Iſa, And is this all? 
Then, oh, you bleſſed miniſters above! 
Keep me in patience; and with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which 1 is here wrapt up 
In countenance: Heav'n ſhield your grace from woe! 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go. 
| Duke. 1 know you'd fain be gone.— An officer ! 
To priſon with her! ſhall we thus permit 
; A blaſting and a ſcandalous breath to fall 
On him ſo near us? this needs muſt be a practice, 
Who knew of your intent, and coming hither ? 
; Jja. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 
| Dake. A ghoſtly father, belike: 


Who knows that Lodowick ? 
Lucio; My lord, I know him: tis a meddling Frier: 
do not like the man; had he been lay, my lord, 


For certain words he ſpake againſt your grace 


In your retirement, I had ſwinge'd him ſound!y. 
Duke. Words againſt me? This is a good Friar 
belike ; 
And to ſet on this wretched women here, 
Againſt our ſubſtitute! let this Friar be found. 
Lucio. But yeſternight, my lord, ſhe and that Friar, 
I ſaw them at the priſon: a ſaucy friar, 
A very ſcurvy fellow. 
Peter. Bleſſed be your royal grace! 
I have ſtood by, my lord, and I have heard 


{ Your royal ear abus'd. Firſt, hath this woman 


Mott wrongly accus'd your ſubſtitute ; 

Who is as free from touch or ſoil with her, 

As ſhe from one ungot. 
Duke. We did believe no leſs, 

Know you that Friar Lodowick, which ſhe ſpeaks of? 
Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy; 


Not ſcurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 


As he's reported by this gentleman z 


And, on my truſt, a man that never yet 


Did, as he vouches, miſreport your Grace. 
Lucio. My lord, moſt villainouſly ; believe it. 
Peter. Well; he in time may come to clear him- 
But at this inftant he is ſick, my lard, [felf; 
Of a ſtrange fever. | 88 
As for this woman; 
To juftify this worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly and perſonally accus'd, 
Her ſhall you hear diſproved to her eyes, 


Till ſhe herſelf confeſs it, 


23 = 


In this 1 will be partial : be you judge 


2 Good Friar, let's hear it. 
ou not (mile at this, Lord Angelo? 
eav'n |, the vanity of wretghed fools !—— 
Give us ſome ſeats. Come, couſin Angelo, 


Is this the witneſs, Friar ? 

[ Iſabella i is Carried off, guarded. 
Enter Mariana, veil d. 

Firſt, let her ſhe w her face; and after, ſpeak. 

Mari. Pardon, my lord; 1 will not ſhew my face, 
Until my hutband bid me. 

Duke. What, are you mjarry'd? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow, then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, are you n then? neither 
maid, widow, nor wife ? 

Lucio. My lord, ſhe may be a punk ; for many 


Of your own cauſe, 
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I am effianc'd this man's wife as ſtrongly 
As words could make up vows 5 

As this is true, 

Let me in ſafety raiſe me from my knees; 
Or elſe for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument. 

Ang. | did but ſmile till now. 
Now, my good lord, give me the ſcope of juftice z 
My patience here is touch'd ; I do perceive, 
Theſe poor informal women are no more 
But inſtruments of ſome more mighty member, 
That ſets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To fins this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart; 


* 


j And puniſh them unto your height of pleaſure. 


| Thou fooliſh Friar, and thou pernicious woman, 

Compact By her that's gone ; think'ſt thou, thy 
oathe, 

Tho' they would ſwear down each particular ſaint ; 

Were teſtimonies gainſt his worth and credit, 


of them are neithes maid, widow, nor wife. 

Duke. Silence that fellow: 1 would he had ſome 
cauſe to pratile for himſelf, 

Lucie. Well, my lord, 

Mari. My lord, I do confeſs, I ne'er was marry'd; 


And I confeſs beſides, I am no maid; 


I've known my huſband; yet my huſband knows not, 
That he ever knew me. 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord; it can be 
no better, 


| That's ſeal'd in approbation? You, Lord Eſcalus, 
Sit with my couſin; lend him your kind pains 

To find out this abuſe, whence *tis deriv'd, 
There is another Friar, that ſet them on; 

Let him be ſent for. 
| Peter, Would he were here, my lord ! for he, i in · 
Hath ſet the women on to this complaint: [deed, 
| Your Provoſt knows the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it inſtantly. 


Die. For the benefit of ſilence, would thou wert And you, my noble and well-warranted couſin, 


ſo too. 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Duke. This is no witneſs for Lord Angelo. 
Mari. Now | come to't, my lord. 
She, that accuſes him of fornication, - 
In ſelf-ſame manner doth accuſe my huſband ; 
And charges him, my lord, with ſuch a time, 
When I'll depoſe 1 had him in mine arme, 
With all th' effect of love. 
© Ang. Charges the more than me ? 
Mari. Not that 1 know, 
Duke. No? you ſay, your huſband. [To Mariana. 
Mari. Why, juſt, my lord; and that is Angelo. 
Ang. This is a ſtrange abuſe ; let's ſee thy face. 
Mari. My huſband bids me; now I will. un- 
maſk. [ Unveiling. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once thou ſworeft was worth the locking on; 
This is the hand, Which with a vow'd contract, 
Was faſt belock'd in thine ; this is the body, 
That took away the match from Iſabel; - 
And did ſupply thee, 
Ja her imagined perfor, 
Duke. Know you this woman ? 
Lucio. Carnally, ſhe ſays. 
Duke, Sirrah, no more. 
Lucie. Enough, my lord. 


4 


Ang. My lord, 1 — confeſs, I know this 


woman z 
And five years ſince there was ſome ſpeech of mar- 
riage 
Betwixt myſelf and her; which was broke off, 
Partly, for that her promiſed proportions 
Came ſhort of compoſitions ; but, in chief, 
For that her reputation was diſvalu'd 
Jn levity ; fince which time of five years 


Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth; 

Do with your injuries, as ſeems you beſt, 

In any chaſtilement : I, for a while, 

Will leave you; but ſtir not you, till you have well 
| Determin'd upon theſe ſlanderers. Exit. 

Eſcal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly. Signior 
Lucio, did not you ſay, you knew that Friar Lodo- 
wick to be a ai honedt perſon ? 

Lucio. Cucullus non facit monachums; hoaeft in 
nothing, but in his cloathsz and one that hath 

ſpoke moſt villainous ſpeeches of the duke. 
| Eſcal. We ſhail intreat you to abide here till he 
come; we ſhall find this Friar a notable fellow. © 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, on my word, 

E al. Call that ſame Iſabet here once again: 
| would ſpeak with her; prey yeu, my lord, give 
me leave to queſtion z j you ſhall fee how I'll handle 
her. 

Luci». Not better than he, by her own repoat · 
| F#ſcol. Say you? 

Lucio. Marry, Sir, I think, if you handled _ her 
privately, ſhe ſhould ſooner confels; - perchancs, 
| publicly fhe'll be aſham'd. 

Eater Duke in the Friar's habit, and Provoſt; l- 
bella is brengbt is. 

Eſcal. 1 will go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio. That's the way; for women are light at 
midnight. 

E ſcal. Come on, miſtreſs; here's a gentlewomen 
denies all that you have ſaid, 

Lucie. My Lord, here comes the raſcal 1 ſpoke 
of, here with the Provoſt. 

Eſcal. In vety good time; ſpeak not you to bim, 
till we call upon you, 

Lucia. Mum Ae 

Eſcal. Come, Sir, did you ſet adds women on, 


never ſpake with her, ſaw her, gor heard from her, to ander Lord: Angelo? they have confels'd you a. 


Upon my faith and honour, 
Mari. Noble pri nee, 


As there comet light from heav'n, and words from 


breath ; 
Az thus | is ſenſe i in truth, and uuth in rirkue 5. 


Duke. Tis falſe. | 

Eſcal. How? know you where you are? 4 
uke. Reſpect to your tzeeat place] and let the devil 

Be ſometimes. honguc d for. hit burniag throne, 

1 Me is the Duke? dis he mould heat me ſpeale 


| 
| 


— 
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Take bim hence; to ch' rack with him: we'll 


Joint by joint, but we will know his purpoſe: 


Made me a looker-on here in Vienna; 


 fleſh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then te- 


Firſt; Provoſt, let me hail theſe gentle three, 


Eſce!. The Doke's in us; and we will hear you 
(prak; : PO We 
Look you ſpeak juſtly. 

Duke. Bolaly, at leaſt. But oh, poor ſouls, | 
Come you to ſeek the lamb here of the fox? 
Good-night to your redreſs: is the Duke gone? 
Then is your cauie gone too. The Duke's ubJuſt, | 
Thus to retort your manifeſt appeal, uh 
And put your trial in the vitlain's mouth, 

Which here you come to accuſe, h 
Lucio. Tiiis is the raſcal; this is he I ſpoke of. 
Eſcal. Why, thou unrev'rend and unhallow'd Friar, 
Is't not enough thou haſt ſuborn'd theſe women, 
T' accuſe this worthy man, but with foul mouth, 
To call him vitlain; and then glance from him, 
To th' Duke himſelf, to tax him with injuſtice? } 


touze you, 


hat? unjuſt ? | 
' Duke. Be not ſo hot; the Duke dare no mo: e 
ſtretch I 
This finger of mine, than he dare rack his oon: 
His ſubject am I nor, 
Nor here provincial ; my buſineſs in this ſtate | 


Where I have ſeen cotruption boil and bubble, 
Till it o'er-run the ſtew. | 
Eſcal. Slander to th' tate! away with him to 
_ priſon. h 
Ang. What can yeu vouch againſt him, Signior | 
Lucio? 
Is this tne man that you did tell us of ? 
Lucia. Tis he, my lord. Come hither,” good- 
man bald- pate; 
Do you know me ? | | 
Duke. 1remember you, Sir, by the ſound of your 
voice ;' I met you at the priſon, in the abſence of 
the Duke, 


We'll borrow place of him. Sir, by your leave: 

| [To Angelo. 

Haſt thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can de ther office ? if thou haſt, 

Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 

And hold no longer out, | l 
Ang. O my dread lord, | 

I ſhowd be guil.ier than my guiltineſs, 

To think Jean be undiſcernible; ED) 

When | perceive your grace, like pow'r divine, 

Hath look'd upon my paſſes: then, good Prince, 

No longer ſcflion hold upon my ſhame; 

But let my trial be mine on confeffion: 

Immediate ſentence then, and ſequent death 

Is ali the grace I beg. . 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana : 

Say; waſt thou e'er contrafted to this woman 
Ang. | was, my lord. 
Duke. Gotake her hence, and marry her inſtantly. 

Do you the office, Friarz which conſummate, 

Retarn him here again: go with him, Provoſt. 

[ £*eunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft, 

Eſcal. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his diſhonour, 
That at the ſtrangeneſs of it. 

Duke. Come hither, Iſabel. 

* Tſab. Oh, give me pardon, 

That I, your vaſſal, have employ'd and pain'd 

Your unknown ſovereignty. | 
Duke. You are pardon'd, Iſabel : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother's death, I know, fits at your heart, 

And you may marvel why 1 ob{cur'd myſelf, 

Labouring to ſave his lite; 5 

Oh, moſt kind maid, 

It was the ſwift celerity of his death, 

Which, 1 cid think with ſlower foot came on, 

That brain'd my purpoſe: but peace be with him! 

That life is better lire, paſt fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear; make it your comfort; 


' ZLutio. Oh, did you ſo? and do you remember Sv, happy is your brother. 


what you ſaid of the Duke ? 
Duke. Moſt notedly, Sir. | 
© | Lucio. Do vou ſo, Sir? and was the Duke a 


ported him to be ? 

Duke. You muſt, Sir, change perſons with me, 
ere you make that my report: you ſpoke ſo of him, 
and much more, much worſe. | 

Lucie. Oh, thou damnable fellow! did not ] 
pluck thee by the noſe for thy ſpeeches ? 

Duke, I proteſt I love the Duke as 1 love myſelf. 

Ang. Hark! how the villain would cloſe now, 
after his treaſonable abuſes. 

Eſcal. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withal! 
away with him to prifonz away with theſe gigi=ts 
too, and with the ather confederate companion. 

Duke. Stay, Sir, ſtay awhile. 

Ang. What! reſiſts he ? help him, Luclo. 

Lutip. Come, Si: ; come. Sir; come, Sir; foh, 
Sir; why, you baid-pated, lying raſcal; you muſt 
be hooded, muſt you > ſhow your knave's viſage, 
with a pox to you'! ' ſhow your ſheep-biting face, 
and de hang'd zn hour: will't not off? 

een off the Friar's bood, and 
di covers the Duke. 
Duke. Thou art the firſt knave that e er mad'ſt 
a Duke. . 


Sneale not away, Sir; for the Friar and you 
Muſt have a word, anon : lay hold on him. 
Lucie. This may prove worſe than hanging, + 


Dela. What you haye ſpokey | pardon; fit you 


Eater Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoſt, 

Tja. 1 oo, my lord. 

Duke. For this new-marry'd man, approaching 
Whoſe ſalt imagination yethath wrong'd [here, 
Your well-defended honour, you muſt pardon, 

For Mariana's ſake: but as he adjudg'd your brother, 
Reing criminal, in double violation, | 

Of ſacred chaſtity, and of promiſe- breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brother's life, 

The very mercy of the law cries out, 

Moft-audible, even from his proper tongve, 

An An elo for Claudio; death for death. 


{ Haſte uill pays haſte, and leiſure anſwers leiſure 3 


Like doth quit like, and Meaſure ſtill for Meaſure. 
Then, Anxelo, thy faults are manifeſted ; 

Which tho' thou would'ſt deny, denies thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block, 
Where Claudio ftopp'd to death; and with like haſte i 


| Away with him. 


Mari. Oh, my moſt gracious lord, 
I hope, you will not mock me with à huſband? 
Dyke. It is your huſband mock'd you with & 
Hhuſband. | 
Conſenting to the ſafeguard of your honoyr, 
thought your marriage fit; elſe imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 


| | And choke your good to come for his poſſeſſions 
| Altho' by confiſention they are ours, | 


We do enſtate and widow yon withal, 
To buy you a better huſband, 
| Mari. Oh, my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 


>, Gown; [Ts Kſcalus, + 


Dale. Never crave kim, we are definitive, 
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Mari. Gentle, my Liege 
Duke. You do but loſe your labour: 
Away with him to death. 
Mari. Oh, my good lerd. Sweet Iſabel, take my 


Lend me your keees, and all my life to come Ipartz 


Fi! len1 you all my lite, to do you ſervice. 

Duke. Agaiaſt all ſenſe you do importune her; 
Should he kneel down, in merey of this fact, 

Her brother's gzhoſt his paved bed would break, 

And take her hence in honor. F 
Mari. Iſabel, 

On, Iſabel! will. you not lend a knee? 

Duke. He dirs for Claudio's death. 

Iſa. Mod bounteous Sir, [ Kneeling. 
Look, if it p'eafe you, on this man condemn'd, 
As if my brother liv'd ; I partly think, 

A due ſincerity. govern'd his deeds, 

Tiil he did look on me; fince it is fo, | 

Let him not die, My brother had but juſtice, 

In that he did the thing for which he cy'd; 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o'ertake his bad intent; 

And muſt be bury'd but as an intent, 

That periſh'd by the way; thoughts are nb ſubjects, 
Intenis, but merely thoughts. 

Mari. Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Your ſuit's unprofitable; ſtand up, I ſay; 
I have bethought me of another fault. 
Provoſt, how came it, Claudio was beheaded ” 
At an unuſual hour ? 

Prov. It was commanded ſo, 

Duke. Had you a ſpecial warrant for the deed ? 
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That apprehends no farther than this world; 

And ſquar | thy life accoreing: thou'rt condemn'd; 
But for thoſe earthly faults, I quit them all; 

| pray thee, take this mercy to provide 

For better times to come. 

What muffled fellow's that? 

Prov. This is another priſoner, that I ſav'd, 
Who ſhould have dy'd when Claudio loſt his heady 
Ae like almoſt to Claudio as himſelf. 

Dake. If he be like your brother, for his ſake 

[To Iſabella. 
Is he pardon'd ; and for your lovely ſake, 
He is my brother too; but fitter time for that. 
By this, Lord Angelo perceives he's ſafe; 
Methinks, I fee a quick'niny in his eye, 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits you weil; 
Look, that you love your wife; her worth, worth 
| find an apt remiffion in myſelf, { yours. 
And vet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 
You, firrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward; 
[To Luclo. 


One of all luxury, an aſs, a madman z 
Wherein have I deſerved ſo of you, 
That you extol me thus? 

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I ſpoke it but according 
to the trick; if you will hang me for it, yyvu may; 
but 1 had rather it would pleaſe you 1 might be 
whipt. 7 15 

Duke. Whipt firſt, Sir, and hang'd aſter.— 

{ Proclaim it, Provoſt, round about the city; 
If any woman, wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard him ſwear himſelf there's one 


Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private meſæ Whom he begot with child) let her appear, 


ſage. 


And he ſhall marry her; the nuptial finiſh'd, 


Duke. For which I do diſcharge you of your office; Let him be whipt and hang'd. 


Cive up your keys. 

Prov. Pardon me, noble lord. 

T thought it was a fault, but knew it not 
Yet did repent me, after more advice: 

For teſtimony whereof, one in th' priſon, 
That ſhould by private order elſe have dy'd, 
] have reſerv'd alive. 

Duke, What's he ? 

Prov. His name is Barnardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadſt done fo by Claudio: 
Co, fetch him hither; let me look upon him. 

Eſcal. I'm ſorry, one ſo learned and ſo wiſe, 
As you, Lord Angelo, have ſtill appear'd, 
Should flip ſo groſsly both in heat of blood, 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

Ang. I'm ſorry, that ſuch ſorrow I procure; 
And ſo deep ſticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy; 
*Tis my deſerving, and I do intreat it. 

Enter Provoſt, Barnardine, Claudio, and julietta. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 

Prov, This, my lord. . 

Duke, There was a Friar told me of this man; 
Sirrab, thou'rt ſaid to have a ſtubborn ſoul, 


| Lucie. I beſeech your highneſs, do not marry me 
to a whore : your highneſs ſaid, even now, I made 
you a Duke; good my lord, do net recompenſe me, 
in making me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou ſhalt marry her: 
Thy flanders I forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits - Take him to priſon, 
And ſee our pleaſure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is preſſing to 
death, whipping and hanging. | 

Duke. Sland'ring a prince deſerves it. 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you reſtore. 
— Joy to you, Mariana—love her, Angelo: 
I have confeſ;'d her, and 1 know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Eſcalus, for thy much goodneſs; 
|—Thanks, Provoſt, for thy care and ſecrecy 
We ſhall employ thee in a worthier place. 
Dear Itabel, I have a motion muck imports your 

ood: | 

Shade not, ſweet ſaint, thoſe graces with a veil, 
Nor in a nunnery hide thee; ſay thou'rt mine; 
Thy Duke, thy Friar, tempts thee from thy vows. 
Let thy clear ſpirit ſhine in public life; 5 
| No cloiſter'd filter, but thy prince's wife, { Exeurt» 


pur 
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